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\ 

By 

E.  Lawson  Boak 


AN  UNSOUGHT  ART 

The  gentle  art  that  reigns  supreme, 
Which  over  all  the  others  stands, 
Is  overlooked,  unsought,  unwanted, 
Too  simple  'tis,  and  quite  discounted, 
By  learned  men  in  various  lands. 

And  yet  it's  not  an  easy  art, 
Simplicity  may  not  be  ease; 
Though  people  think  so  little  of  it, 
The  greatest  prize  that  all  should  covet, 
To  many  will  be  hard  to  seize. 

There  is  a  blossom  of  the  heart, 
That  lends  a  fragrance  to  the  mind, 
It's  for  our  plucking — that  sweet  flower; 
If  we  would  stoop  and  search  our  dower, 
In  peaceful  places  it  we'll  find. 

We  bring  our  intellect  to  bear 

On  dogma,  science — numerous  arts; 

But  we,  with  all  our  stupid  blindness, 

Forget  the  art  of  human-kindness ; 

Our  minds  are  stronger  than  our  hearts. 


3 


NONSENSE 


With  light  and  airy  persiflage, 
Some  little  graceful  badinage, 
A  quip  and  crack,  a  jest,  a  pun, 
We  pass  the  time  when  work  is  done. 

We  get  up  great  big  arguments, 
(They  none  of  them  are  worth  two  cents  !) 
On  this  and  that  and  such  and  such; 
What-ho  !  Go  to  !  They're  nothing  much 

The  heat  sometimes  tremendous  is, 
Though  quite  another  matter  'tis, 
When  everything's  so  much  in  doubt 
To  find  out  what  it's  all  about. 

With  violent  lunges  at  our  foe, 
Which  he  gives  you  back  with  great  gusto, 
We  parry,  hit,  we  fence,  we  thrust; 
Our  enemy  has  bit  the  dust  ! 

When  we  had  thought  he  was  quite  dead 

Then  lo,  he  raises  up  his  head  ! 

Now  what  on  earth  is  there  to  do? 

We  think  we'd  better  just  say — "Pooh  !" 

The  warrior  bold  without  one  flinch 
Stares  in  our  eyes,  gives  not  an  inch; 
He  repartees  with  spirit  gay, 
We  answer  back  as  best  we  may. 

We  try  to  carry  on  the  fight, 
The  effort's  great,  the  end's  in  sight, 
We  know  that  now  we  are  at  bay; 
Tea,  please,  and  let's  call  it  a  day  ! 

If  you  must  have  a  moral,  then 
All  list  to  me,  ye  too  wise  men ; 
There  is  no  sense  unless  to  sense, 
At  times  is  added  some  non-sense. 
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I'VE  NEVER  PASSED  THIS  WAY  BEFORE 


Sauntering  thro'  the  sweet  spring  woods, 

I  met  a  child  with  eyes  so  clear; 

Who  said,  "Kind  sir,  where  may  it  be  — 

The  road — and  is  it  far  or  near, 

That  to  a  city  very  fair, 

Will  lead  me  on?  Because  you  see 

It's  all  so  very  new  to  me, 

I've  never  passed  this  way  before." 

"My  lad,"  I  answered  with  a  smile, 
"You've  yet  to  travel  many  a  mile." 
I  did  not  mention  what  I  knew, 
Troubles  there  would  be  not  a  few; 
That  there  would  be  disasters  many, 
Of  pleasant  places  scarcely  any. 

Walking  on  the  sunny  slopes, 

I  met  a  young  man  blithe  and  gay; 

He  said,  "Good  sir,  the  landscape's  bright, 

But  I  must  hasten  on  to-day; 

Is  this  the  path,  or  do  I  stray, 

That  to  a  kingdom  of  great  might 

Will  bring  me?    I  long  for  its  sight; 

I've  never  passed  this  way  before." 

"A  journey  long,  fair  youth,  it  is." 
Tell  him  the  grief  that  would  be  his 
I  would  not,  as  all  men  must  wait, 
Or  else  the  burden  is  too  great. 
So  said  I,  "Others  will  you  tell 
All  I  can  do  is  wish  you  well." 
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Climbing  up  the  rocky  crags, 
I  met  a  man  of  age  mature; 
"Master,"  said  he,  "Afar  I've  come, 
And  cannot  very  long  endure 
So  weary  I,  but  must  be  sure 
To  find  my  everlasting  home, 
I  wish  no  longer  now  to  roam ; 
I've  never  passed  this  way  before." 

"Good  man,  it's  not  so  far  to  go, 
I  must  not  surely  let  you  know; 
It  may  p'rhaps  need  a  little  time, 
But  certain  be  you  always  climb; 
Now  take  a  turn,  keep  to  the  right, 
Then  of  your  home  you'll  see  the  light." 

Dragging  tired  o'er  dizzy  heights, 

I  met  a  very  old,  old  man; 

"Sir,  where  may  I  that  kingdom  find?" 

Said  he,  "Please  tell  me  if  you  can; 

For  it  is  long  since  I  began 

To  search  the  road,  which  does  so  wind; 

There  all  are  good  and  all  are  kind, 

Methinks  my  wounds  perhaps  they'll  bind; 

Such  ways  I've  never  passed  before." 

"Poor  friend,"  I  cried,  "my  name  is  Fate; 

Look  up  !  I'll  guide  thee  to  the  gate; 

The  whole  great  truth  thou  now  hast  learned, 

That  kingdom's  entrance  must  be  earned; 

This  life's  hard  striving  wins  the  fight, 

And  brings  thee  to  the  highest  height. 

See  !  Portals  open  !  Angels  wait  ! 

Thy  sorrows  now  will  quite  abate; 

Thy  wounds  they'll  tend,  bind  thy  heart  sore, 

Peace  shall  be  thine  for  evermore." 
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FOG 


Boats  in  the  harbour  wand'ring, 

Ships  waiting  out  at  sea; 
They  do  not  know  which  way  to  turn 
With  murk  so  thick  from  stem  to  stern, 

Nor  where  the  land  may  be. 

Craft  try  to  find  their  moorings, 

Lost  in  the  wraith-like  mist; 
Men's  eyes  are  straining  for  the  sight 
Of  beacon  which  will  give  them  light, 

Their  ears  for  siren  list. 

Souls  in  this  dark  world  wand'ring, 
Lives  that  have  gone  astray; 
For  them  is  ever  shining  bright 

The  Light  which  glows  through  fog-bound  night. 
Leading  to  endless  day. 
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THE  COQUETTE 


First  she  smiles,  then  she  sighs, 
Now  she  gazes  from  blue  eyes 
So  clear  and  sweet  I  hardly  know 
How  my  thankfulness  to  show. 

Sometimes  she  is  very  coy; 

Life  is  not  without  alloy; 

Will  she  rage — or  will  she  smile? 

Keeps  me  wond'ring  all  the  while. 

Now  she  in  a  trantrum  is; 
Oh,  so  very  shocking  'tis  ! 
This  is  followed  by  a  weeping; 
What  to  do  for  my  safe-keeping  ! 

Then  the  sun  comes  out  again; 
No  more  gales,  no  more  rain; 
I'll  tell  you  who  she  is  unless 
Anyone  of  you  can  guess? 
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WHAT  MATTERS  IT 


If  by  our  song  one  sorrow  has  been  lifted, 
What  matters  it  the  singer's  joy  or  pain? 

If  by  our  help  a  heavy  load  is  shifted, 
We  know  that  all  we  suffer  is  not  vain. 

If  by  our  laughter  we  can  radiate  laughter, 
And  to  the  world  give  happiness  and  cheer; 

What  matters  it  if  we  perhaps  thereafter, 
Must  bow  the  head  and  try  to  hide  a  tear? 

If  by  our  words  the  passing  of  another, 
Has  been  made  easy  for  the  weary  soul; 

If  we  have  borne  the  cross  of  this  our  brother, 
What  matters  it  if  we  must  pay  the  toll? 

If  by  our  life  one  heart  has  reached  its  Maker, 
What  matters  it  how  hard  our  way  may  be? 

The  meaning  of  life's  plan  will  be  seen  later, 
When  all's  in  right  perspective  and  degree. 
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TREE-TOPS 


I  can  see  the  tree-tops  at  night  from  my  window: 

The  tree-tops  have  moods; 
Like  human  beings  they  are  swayed  by  outward 
circumstance; 
The  tree-tops  also  have  arms  and  hands  and 
fingers. 

Last  night  they  were  in  a  wild  mood, 

Their  hands  clutching  and  clawing, 
As  though  struggling  impotently  with  an  unseen  foe; 

Rocking  hither  and  thither, 
Ceaselessly  tossing  and  wrestling  in  vain  effort  to 
conquer. 

The  night  before  they  were  listless, 
Seeming  not  to  care  for  life,  drooping  and 

uninterested. 
Sometimes  they  quiver  as  though  kissed  by  an 

invisible  lover; 
Again  they  coyly  retreat,  beckoning  with  their 

fingers  meanwhile, 
Drawing  their  loved  one  towards  them, 
Alluring  and  charming. 

Tonight  they  are  still  as  death  in  a  cloudless  sky; 

The  moon  sheds  its  lambent  light; 

There  is  no  world — only  moon,  sky  and  tree-tops, 

And  a  great  hush; 
They  stretch  their  arms  upward  yearningly, 
As  though  gently  and  tenderly  drawn  towards 

heaven  by  unseen  spirits; 
Poised  in  space  'twixt  earth  and  other  spheres, 

The  tree-tops  are  beautiful  at  night. 
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THE  BETRAYER 


Life  to  me  stretched  forth  his  hands, 

Oh,  come  with  me,  said  he, 
Together  you  and  I  will  play 
All  through  the  live-long  summer  day, 

How  merry  we  shall  be  ! 

I  took  Life's  hands  and  with  him  went, 
We  danced  and  sang  and  played; 

Life  was  so  dear,  in  him  I  must 

Forever  have  the  fullest  trust, 
Nor  ever  be  betrayed  ! 

Together  we  did  tread  the  strand, 

We  tripped  o'er  hill  and  vale, 
In  mossy  glade  we  took  our  rest, 
Went  north  and  south  and  east  and  west, 
Then  turned — and  faced  the  gale  ! 

Life's  hands  grew  limp,  and  dark  despair 

Assailed  my  failing  heart; 
We  danced  no  more,  our  feet  so  tired 
Dragged  on  and  on  in  ways  all  mired; 

"Life — you  and  I  must  part  !" 

Good-bye  my  love,  dear  Life  I  leave; 

Oh  Death,  be  kind  to  me  ! 
The  shadows  fall,  I  must  away, 
The  will  of  Providence  obey, 

My  God,  Thee  now  I  see  ! 
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THE  MONSTER 


The  green-eyed  monster  crept  along, 
His  self  well  hid  that  none  might  see; 
He  watched  his  prey,  where  they  might  be, 
Weaving  his  crooked  path  of  wrong. 

His  glowing  orbs  searched  here  and  there, 
With  wicked  tongue  is  victim  caught; 
Alas  !  To  think  of  damage  wrought; 
Havoc  around  lay  everywhere. 

By  innuendo  deft  are  done 
His  deeds,  and  by  insidious  lies; 
Half-truths,  low  cunning,  fool  the  wise; 
His  guile's  an  art  which  all  should  shun. 

Oh,  slimy,  oozy,  horrid  thing  ! 
The  crawling  serpent  is  the  worst 
Of  human  ills  with  which  we're  'curst; 
Must  thee  to  earth  such  trouble  bring  ! 
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HAD  WE  BUT  KNOWN 


Had  we  but  known  when  we  were  young 
The  path  to  choose,  the  way  to  find, 
Those  songs  that  now  are  left  unsung 
Would  have  burst  forth,  had  Fate  been  kind. 

So  oft  we  take  some  turning  wrong 
In  early  life,  and  have  to  pay 
By  treading  dreary  ways  along, 
And  stumbling  forward  as  we  may. 

Mayhap  it's  not  for  us  to  know 
The  future  that  will  shape  our  life; 
The  shot  must  at  a  venture  go, 
And  mankind  must  endure  the  strife. 
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EXPLORATION 


Those  sombre  shades  enveloping  the  brook 

Beyond  the  precipitous  descent, 

What  do  they  hold? 

Perhaps  it's  goblins 

Or  little  elves  all  dancing  in  and  out, 

A  toadstool  for  their  ball-room 

And  fairy  fiddler  making  the  glade  ring 

With  music  light  and  clear, 

The  tinkle,  tinkle  of  the  flower  bells 

Keeping  time  with  their  tripping  feet. 

Or  else  there  might  be  giants? 

More  likely  giants  and  goblins 

Than  pretty  fairies  in  such  a  gloomy  place; 

I  must  go  down  myself  and  see  what  may  be  there. 

How  steep  and  difficult  is  the  way  ! 

No  path,  just  earth  and  stones; 

Steeper  and  steeper  yet,  lower  and  lower, 

No  hold  for  feet  or  fingers,  slipping  and  sliding, 

How  perilous  it  is  ! 

At  last  the  dangerous  descent  is  o'er 
And  there's  a  trickling  sound, 
And  all  the  air  is  still  except  for  that; 
The  silence  is  oppressive,  frightens  me, 
There  is  a  vague  dread  in  the  air; 
I  listen  in  the  silence,  seem  to  hear  it, 
And  think  how  fearsome  it  must  be 
To  live  alone  with  nature. 

A  rustling  'mongst  the  trees  ! 

A  goblin,  can  it  be? 

I  start  and  hold  my  breath, 

Then  sigh,  'tis  naught  !  A  bird  perchance,  proceed. 
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Here  now  are  footprints  where  'twas  said 
No  man  before  had  trod; 

How  strange  !  What  think  you,  is  it  friend  or  foe? 
Perhaps  a  giant? 

But  no,  the  print  is  small,  thanks  be. 

It's  nearly  dark,  the  air  is  stifling  and  heavy; 

Flies  innumerable,  no  zephyr  blows; 

The  everlasting  trickle,  trickle,  and  all  else  silent. 

And  so  there's  nothing  here!  My  climb's  for  naught! 
Ne'er  giant  nor  yet  one  goblin,  nor  even  fairy  elf  ! 
But  nothing's  worse  than  something,  sometimes; 
Oh,  to  be  out — this  is  a  prison  ! 

Away  !  Climb  the  steep  precipice, 

And  so  up,  up  to  air  and  light, 

The  sight  of  heaven  and  sound  of  human  voices. 

The  breeze  again  blows  on  me  ! 

'Twas  like  being  down  a  mine  and  back  to  upper 

earth  again; 
I  think,  so  feels  the  human  soul 
That  goes  into  the  depths  of  sin, 
Then  struggles  up  to  heaven's  light  once  more. 

Sometimes  in  life  we  climb,  not  up,  but  down; 
(We  think  we're  climbing  up)  ; 
Our  goal,  maybe,  ambition,  wealth,  or  power; 
What  matters  it,  there's  nothing  there  ! 

And  then  we  climb  once  more, 
Not  down,  but  really  up  this  time, 
And  find  the  light,  and  hope,  and  love, 
And  evermore  true  happiness  is  ours. 


15 


Printed  by 

DlGGON-HlBBEN  LTD. 


